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WHAT THE MOTHERS SAY.

ZBS, 1 know thoro aro stains on my
Xz carpot,
Tha tracia of small muddy boots ;
And | gee your fair tapestry glowing,
And spotloss with blossowns and fruits.

And | know that my walls aro disfigured
With prints of amall tingers and hands ;

In ;mmaculate purity stands

And T know that my parlour is littercd
With many old treasurcs ard toys;

Whilp your own is in daintiest ordor,

Ugharmed by the presence of boga.

And ] kuow that my room is invaded
Quite bollly all huurs of the day,

Wiile you sit in yours unmolested,

Ang dream the soft quict away.

VYes. | know there are four Jittle bedsides
Where I must stand watchfol esch night ,

“While you go vut in your car.iage,

Ang flash in your dresses so bright.

Now, I thiok I'i. a neat littlo womaa,
Ilike my houss orderly, too,

And I'm tond ot all dainty belongings ;

Yot would not change places with you.

No, keep Four fair home with its ond.z,
Ity freodom from 1:3ther and noiss ,

And keep your own 1ancifal leisor

But give ms my four splendid boys.

——y,

THE SHIP OF THE DESERT.

Tug camel is well called the “Ship
of the Desert.” 8upplied by nature
with wonderful store-places for food
and drink, it can subsist for along time
with but very slight nourishment.
The hump which we in our childhood
dsys imagined was egpecially provided
to afford a scat for the rider, is a
reservoir of 1at from which the camel
drawg nourishment, so that gomet m~s
when the animals come in fiom a
long journey, the hump is gieatly
diminished, The countries adjoining
the desert sre almost as effectusliy
soparg ed ss if & sea rolled between,
and were it not for this “Shi}. of the
PDaext,” tho soparation would be
groater. The desert is the camels
homs, Ho cancat the scanty berbage
thst gprings up here and there, and
which no other creature would deign
totouch. His foot is 80 adapted to
1he sandy ground that he can travel
without difficulty where a horse weuld
fall exhausted on the yielding soil
before bhalt bis day’s journey was
acomplithed. But stranger still is
the wonderfal provisivn which en-
ables theso patient creatures to toil
beneath the burning sun for days with-
cut drinking. They have been used in
explorationsg in Now Mexico and Cali.
fornia, aud the crinmander of one expo
dition testifies that camels have carrird
wator for the mules uzed by the men
somelimes for more than a weok with-
out Ouce tasiing it themselves.

THE NEEDLES EYE.

Tuxre is perbaps no passage of
Scripture more diflicult of comprehen-
gion to the young mind, under the
presont idea of a needle, than tho one
* It is easier for a camel to go through

great riches aud possessions, and was ordinary mind of the present age has

the greatest of all tho men of the Eaat.
The thrift and economy of the indus.
trious and saving servants were ap-
proved, while the cne whu received
the one talent, was reproved and pun.
ished for his slothfulness and neglect,

I'a needle’s oye, than for a rich man to
And that your own houschold most truly H

an'l the one talent was taken from him

enter the kingdom of God.” When a, and given to tho one who had ths ten

Trk suir of 18E DrsErT.

:Sabbath-achonl scholar, it was to our
mind impossible for a rich man to
ontsr heaven, and inexplicablo why the
mere fact that & man is rich, should
debar him from heaven; especially
when the Lord gave Solomon riches’
and honour, 8> that in these ho ox-

talants, thug increasing his riches, a1 d wonder what such a picture could
msking it more difficult for bim to;
enter the kingdom of God. These, t0it, and finally askid some Japauose,
the young and active mind, secking.
for knowledge and a right understand-
ing of the Scriptures, appeatr to be,
inconsistent and irreconcilablo with years, and was therefore gifted with
ceeded all other kings of the earth, 'tho idea that a rich man cannot enter eome peculiar power to ward off ovil.
and after Job's sfilictions doubled his the kingdom of God ; for it is certainly I the impresvion of the little hand is
possessions, 8o thu, he was twico as impossible for a camel to go throngh  seen outspread on any part of u house,
rich a8 bofore, thongh before he had the oyo of any needlo, of which the,the evil spirits, which bring diseaso 4

any concoption. But the students of
oriental literature find that there were
in the citiea of tho East, especially in
Jorusalom, large gates, in which were
small and very low openinge, called
metaphorically * needle’s eyoe,” just
a8 we talk of windows on shipboard as
*“ bull's-eyes.” OQur scholars who have
never beon to sea may not know
the meaning of bull's.eyee. Thev aro
swall round windows in the ship's
rides not moro than perhaps ecight
inches across, quito round, and made
of a solid pietw of thick glass set in
an iron frame, and hung with strong
iron binges so that they may bu
cpened in good weather and shut dur-
'ng storms to keep out the water.
These entrances were too narrow for

a camel to pass through them in tho
ordinary manner, or if loaded. When

& loaded camel had to pass through
no of there intrancers it kneeled
cown, its load was removed, and
then it sbuflled threugh on its knees.

“ Yesterday,” writes Lady Dafl
Qordun, from Qairo, * I saw & camel
go through the eyo of a needle, that
18, the low arcbed door of an in
closure.  He must kneel and bow
his head to creep through, and thus
'he rich man must humble himse)f."
This shows that it is not tmpos-
sible for & rich man to enter the
kingdom of God, and renders this
p s8age no: inconsisteat with othur
portiuns of the Scripture.—Select. d

——

THE LITTLE BLACK HAND.

Ir you ride through the streets
«f Tokio in one cf thuse queer over
grown bahy-carriages in which every-
bydy in Japan rides, among o Yer
sights vou might notice 1he squares
of paper pastnd over many «f the
doorways «f the pororer houses.
These pieces ¢f paper are called
“gomafuds,” and are eitber prayers,
cbarm or pictures of a farounite idol,
with mystical characters underneath
to show from what temple or on
what occasion the precious bhits of
paper bad been obtained

Bat most {req.catly you would
g0 the impresswn of a iittie bLlack
band with all the fingers spread out
a8 if to ward off romething; aud I
am sure, like mysolf, you wonid

moan I was puzzled a long time aver
and found that the impressivus wero
those of & child in the house who kad
reached the sacted age of five or ‘en
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and death, will pass by and not harm
the child or any in the house.

I thought, as I rede by these houses
and noticed the littlo black hand which
is supposed to bo g0 poweiful for good,
how many little hands in other lands,
not black ones, but warm whito hands
—and wmayhap some black ones too --
wore bringing good to these and other
heathen people, and by sending all
the help thoy can to them, were ward-
ing off'a greater enemy than the small-
pox or the cholera.

How I long to sce the time when
the door-posts of every house in Japan,
palace or cottage, instead of the uscless
“gomafuda,”should have been sprinkled
with the precious helping blood of
Jesus, which drives away every ovil
and hurtful thing!

I hope you will all pray that the
littlo hunds of Japanese children may
no longer be lifted to ward off imagin.
ary devils, but may be clasped in
prayer to tbe kind and loving Saviour
who alone can save them.—C. V. W,
in 8. 8. Visitor.

HOME,

39,

u\/[; ORE than building -howy mansions,

=:2  More thau dress of tino array,

Muge than dumes and lofty stecples,
More thau station, power, and sway :

Make your home both neat aud tasteful,
Bright and pleasant, always fair,

Where each heart shall rest conteanted,
Grateful for sach beauty there.

Seek to make your home most lovely,
Let 1t be a smiling spot,

Whero, in sweet contentment resting,
Care and sorrow are forgot.

Where tho flowers and trees are waving,
Birds will sing their sweotest songs ;

Where the purest thoughts will linger,
Confidence and love belong.

Thero ¢ach heart wi'l rest contented,
Seldom wishing far to roam,

Or, if roaming, still will ever
Cherish happy thoughts of hom.-.

Su: h a home makes man the better,
Suro and lasting the control,

Home with pure and bright surroundings,
Leaves its impiess on the soul.

UNCLE TOMMY WEIGHS
ANCHOUR.

WEe take the following from a touch-
ing story in the Methodist Maguzine. —
*Skipper George Netman, of Caplin
Bight ; A tale of Out Port Methodism
in Newfoundland.” By the Rev. George
J. Bond, Pregident of the Neafound-
land Conference.

“ 5 nce J bia lyin' here,” gaid Uncle
Tommy to the minister, *I bin think-
in’, thinkio’, turnin’ over in my mind
th’ past o’ my life. 'Tis wondoriul,
too, to think how, after soventy-three
years o' knockin’' about, afloat and
aghore, hard put often, an’ w1’ territle
narry ‘scapes many times, here I be
dyin’ 80 quiet an’ comfortable like. I
told ’ee onco how I was hrought to God,
sir; I dido't tell ’ee, did 1, o' the time
1 was carried overboard wi’ an anchor
No, I thought not. ’Twas near fi'ty
year ago. I was shipped wi'a man
called Clarke, in a small schooner.
Wo'd, bin to Twillingate for aalt, I
mind, an’ we was comin’ home. It was
blowin’ heavy an’ we conldn’t make the
run, and had to go icto a bight, a few
miles down the shore, for the night.
In beatin’in we mis-stayed ina tocrible
ugly spot, an’ to keep her from goin’
aghore tho skipper snouted to let go
the anchor. Somshow it fouled, and
wouldn't start, and I got leanin’ over
the rail to try an’ clear it, when, all of
a gudden, it slipped round, the fluke

hitched in my sloove, and T was jorked
overboatd, sud went down lo bottom
with it. By God's meroy, when it
struck tho bottom, the fluke was un.
hitched from my slesve, and I ruso to
the top again, an’ climbed on board;
but it was an awful moment for mo
when I felt myself pulled down bottom
fovl of an anchor, an’ I'll nover forget
tho look on the skipper’s face when I
got on board, or the words ho said to
me. ‘Tatlie,’ ho says, ¢therc's no
man livin’ haa bad a narrier 'scape than
you. If you sin agin' God after this,
you're an ungrateful chap. 'T's a
warnin’y Iad, 'tis & warnin’’ Puor old
skipper Joe Clarke put me in mind o’
that manny a time arterward; but I
carr'ed on much the same as afore fur
along time. Thank the Lord, I did
turn to ‘en, afora it wuz too late, and
Haogove me Hodido't cast mo awsy,
He sove me. Will 'ep ging a verto o
“ Happy Day,” sir, if "ce please?”

Tho minister at once started the
familiar words, the weak, quavering
voice of tho old man joining in fervenuly
As tho siuging proceeded, Uncle Tom.
my's voice grew louder and louder, and
kis whole frame seemed to dilate with
the consciousness of his acceptance with
Gid. His countenance lost the hag-
gatd look of illness, and his eye was lit
up 88 with inward fire. Raising him-
self suddenly to a sitting position, ho
clapped his hands together as the
chorus of the last verse was finished,
and, raising his faco to heaven, he began
ecstatically to praize and glorify God
for His goodness towards bim.

“I can rej'ice in Him, I can rej'ice
in His ealvation,” he cried. “ 1 feel
Him with me, He fills me with His
love, Glory be to His holy name
forever! Glory, glory, glory!”

Towards the close of the day & mes-
songer came for the minister. Old Mr,
Tuilia bad had a change for the worae,
and would be glad if Mr. Fairbairn
would come down ; such was the sub.
stance of the message, In a fow
minutes the minister was in the sick
room. A wonderful change had taken
place in the brief interval. It seemed
no longor the old familiar, friendly
t-ce, full of good nature and quaint fun,
that lay there on the pillow, but a re-
fined and sublime countenance, purified
from earthliness of contour or expres-
sion, and glowing with a radiance that
awed you as you gazsd. The old man
w88 now unconscious, and the watchers
told the minister that he had beon
wandering in his thoughts and speech
all tho afternoon. Thesun was sotting
in glorious purple and golden clouds,
and the room was flooded with its
light.  Quietly, the circle around the
bed watcned the calm face that was
already growing grey in death. Start.
lingly and with wonderful clearness
came tho sudden words, ¢ Heave up
the anchor, boys; we're all ready,”
and then, ‘S:arboard there, boy,
steady ; now we're off.” The watchers
looked at one another, and whispered,
“He's wandering again;” and Mr.
Fuirbain, seeing tho faco aitering rapid-
ly, said, * Beloved, let us commend our
dear friend to Gol” Kneeling down
amid many a sob, the minister prayed
for an abundaut ontrance for the soul
abous to enter tho haven of eternal rest,
and a8 he prayed, the chunge came.
One glance around, ono qaiver of the
lip, one soft, child-like bre.th, and then
thostillness of a death-chamber. Uncle
Tommy had weighed anchor, and sailed
away boyond the sunset,

ELIJAH AT HOREB.

WiHAT a contrast between Elijah at
Oarme!l and Etijah at Horeb, In the
ono he rejoices over tho destroyers of
tho worship of Jehovah in {macl, In
the other ho shows the common wonk-
nces of humanity, He was a man of
liko pag-ions with oursclves

Even strong, brave soldicrs of the
Loud, like Elijah, aro somttimes dis-
couraged and out of gorts. Our lessun
story today is to help and comfort
such, and to show them tho surest
cure Wo must romember all Elijnh
bad beon doing, besides running befure
tho king that long way. Ho was tired
out, and the Lord, it s%ead of blaming
him for being down-hearted and fright.
ened, and asking to die, sont an angel
with gsome food to strengthen him
And when Elijah, instead of going
back to bis work, wont away into the
wilderness, this kind, loving, heavonly
Father followed him ; and there, in
the very mountain where years before
QGod had talked with Moace, he now
talked with Elijah, and showed him,
by a boautiful picture-lesson, how the
Lord’s terrible judgments, like the
gtorm and tho earthquake aud the fire,
had their work to do. But how, after
all, it was the * still, small voice” of
his Spirit in people’s hearts which then
(aud now) would turn them back to
love and obedience. Eiijah thought
he was left alone; and lo, God knew
of seven thousand mora who had not
worshipped Baal  Elijah wanted to
bo taken away from his work and
trouble. God gave him more work to
do, and st:aightway the good old
prophet fcrgot his troub'e, and was as
brave as evor.

There are important lessons in the
good old prophet’s experience for us
We must learn that although we are
tired out, or sick and disappointed,
God's work will not atop on that
account ; although we cannot sce every-
thing moring along with a victory and
exciternent like that of Mount Qarmel,
yot the Lord’s work may bo moving on
trinmphantly. The ¢ still, small voice”
sometiwnes accom;jlishes more than the
carthquake. Although wo may think
wo are alone in the woi1ld, yet God has
more good people than wo know, It
is our business to work for the Lord.
Hiding in caves of 1o.bt, despondency
and idlcness cannot do much geod.
Come out and do romething and tho
world will eeem brighter and better.

SMALL COURTESIES.

“«HarRry is such a polite little boy,
mother,” suid his sistor Carrie. ¢ He
never pretends to be any better than
the others at school, but some way he
is the potitest ono of all”

“ How did you find it out1” asked
Mra. Biown. * low do you know
that ho is more polite than Joe Eller,
Charlic Graver, or Will Mead 3"

Carrie thought a moment, and then
declared she didn't know how it was;
but still sho insisted that her brotber
Harry was tho most polite of all the
boys at school.  “ All tho other girls
think 80 too,” sbe said confidently.

Her mother was pleased to hear her
boy praised so generously by his eister.

“ ] wan: you to notic¢ to-morrow,"
she said, ** what groat thing it is that
Harry does to win your praise and
that of tho other girls. Wil you,
Carrie?”

Carrio was reedy to do as her mother
gaid, and, to tell the truth, a little

curious herself to find out how Harry | seed.”

had won tho title of *tho politest boy
in school.” The next day her eyes
and oars were prepared to prove that
sho had boen right in what sho said.

Some of the scholars were gathered
near tho fire, just before the time for
school to open, Half a doxen of tho
boys came rughing in from out-of-doors,
bringing a gust of cold'air. The girls
shivered, ana ono of them remarked
pettishly, «* Boys always leavo the door
opon.””  Bofore the sentence was
finished, Harry Brown, who was at the
other eud of the room had sprung to
tha door, and it was closed quickly
aud gontly,

“That wasn't much to do,” thought
Qarrie.

Whilo tho geography lesson was
going on the teacher had occasion to
roprove n pupil at the back of the
room Instantly, as it by clock-work,
the scholars turned around to seo who
it wag, increaving the discomfort of the
oflonder—all but Harry, who kopt his
oyes on his book, Oarrie noticed this.

After rec+es the boys and girls came
trooping into the school-room. Harry
wag just ahead of OCarrie and her
friends ; and as they reached the
door, be held it open for the girls to
pasa in first. Carrle saw the ploased
looks of her school-mates, and heard
ono of them say to another, ¢ There
isn't another boy in echool who would
do that!”

i
Before the day was over Uarrie had
noticed that her broth'r always said, !

“ Thank you,” for any little kindness ;

that he did not interrupt the teacher; .

that he did not contradict others; that
bo was willing to do anything asked
of him, without grumbling; and that
he was ready to offer hia services when
they were needed.

“T think I know how it is, mother,
she said when sho reached home, ¢ that
Herry has won his good nsme. Ho
i courteous in small things.”

*t And those make up life,” responded
her mother —Selected.

ONLY ONE BRIOK UPON
ANOTHER.

A noy watched a large building, as
the workmen from day to day carried
up the brick and mortar.

“ My sop,” said his father, “you
soom to be taken with the bricklayers.
Do you think of learning the trade?”

“No, sir; I was thinkiog what a
little thing a brick is, and what great
houses a16 built by laying one brick
upon auother.”

“ Very true, my son; never forget
it  Soitiain all great works. All
your learning is one lesgon added to
another, If a wan could waik all
aronnd the world, it would Le by
put-ing one foot before another.  Your
whole lifo will be made up of ooe
moment upon anothor, Drops aded
to drops make the oczan.

“Learn from this not to despise
little things. Be not discouraged by
great labouis.  They become easy if
divided into parts. You could not
jump over a mountain, bat step Ly
step takes ycu to the other side. Do
pot {ear, therefore, to attempt grest
things, Always remember that the
large building went up only ono biick
upon anuther.”

Bic Gl {to five-year-old Fannie on
a boarding school stair): ‘“Ob, Faanio,
givomo s kiss.”  Fanpio: “Caa't;
P’vo only one left, and I want that for

| —

———— . ———
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PUT HEART IN 1T, DEAR.

8 tho lesson 8o hard, aro the problems
80 doell),
Is the old Litl of learning so thorny aud

stoop,

That th{e frown on your forehead is coming
agsin,

A t‘ro\v.u,1Willio darling, that gives mother
pain

Let me whisper a charm, Willio boy, in your

ear,
To c?lnq'uer bard lessons, put heart in them,
oar,

You hato the piano, this woary strum, tum,

Though yon re over so happy out-doors with
a dram,

But practising daily, and taking such caro

That each littlo noto is struck fully and fair,

Makos you crossand disconraged. "My Willie,
come horo,

Let 310 give you my sccret ; pot hoart in it,

ear,

Thatfu]almmr which tips you and gives you a
s
When you moan to be gentle and loving to

al
Tbatl;;e'nda naughty words to the gato of tho
ips,
Aud shadows your faco with an ugly eclipse,
Ask Jeaus to help you, and, Willie, dont

ear,
You will win in the conflict, put heart in it,
dear.

A tb(’;ng done by balf, child, is always half
one,
A shame to be seen, under God's faithful sun,
That sots up its beautifut pattern of work,
Without loiter or harry or stopping to shirk,
Wbih‘a sunshine reminds you, 80 brave and 50
clear,
Whatever your task bs, put beart in it, dear,

If you weed in the garden or go for the mail,
Fuood Ponto or Brindle, let none soo you fail
In any small duty, but loyal and true,

Let father and motker depend upon you.
And this i3 my connsel, worth stopping to

oar,
Worth t'reasnring, Willie, pct heatt in it,
dear.

Put ht]:art in tho work and put heart in the
play,
Step on, like a soldier, though rough be the

way,
Langh gaily at trials, and never retreat,
If your canse be a right one, disdain a defeat
Pray always, and then marching forth, full
of cheer,
In strife or in Iabour, put heart in it, dear
~AL L. Sangster.

JOHNN WESLEY ON THE
LIQUOR TRAFFIC.

Tux following is a letter in the To-
ronto Globs :—

Sig,—In your issue ¢f the 10th Mr.
Thorpe Holmes, writing of the prohi-
bitica contest, Bays :—* Methodists are
to the front in this crusade. What is
there in Wesley Lo prompt them " In
reply to this iuquiry I beg to guote
from a published lettor of Rev. John
‘Wesley, addressed to Right Hon, W,
Pitt, dated Sept. 6th, 1784. The excise
on apirits, that year, amounted to
£20000. ¢ But have not the spirits
distilled,” says Waesloy, ¢ cost 20,000
lives of His Majesty’s licge subjectist
Is not, then, the bload of these men
vilely bartered for £20,000 — not {o
say anything of the enormous wicked-
ness which has been occasioned thereby,
and npot to suppose that these poor
wrotches bad any souls? But to con-
sider monoy alono, is the king a gainer
or an immense losar?  To say notbing
of milliony of quarters of corn destroyed,
which if exported, would 2dd more
than £20,000 to the revenus, be it con-
sidered dead men pay no taxes, go that
by the death of 20,000 persons yearly
(and this computation is far under tho
mark) the revenuo loses far more than
it gaina.” Iu bis views on tho lignor
{raflic, John Wesloy shawed himself a
hundred years in advance of his age.

W. H. Wirgrow.

To this may bo added tho following:
—It is o cause of devout congratula.
tlon that tho Methodist Ohutch, in all
'8 branches, has from its 'eginning
been a Temperance Qburch. By tlto
vory terms of ita conglitution, tho
“ Rules of S.ciety,” its members aro
forbidden the buying, selling, or drink-
ing intoxicating liquors “unless in cases
of extremo necessity.” Ia solemn con.
dumnation of the liquor tratlic Weeloy
tis~8 into unwonted vehemencs of de-
nunciation. “All who scll theseliquora
to anv that will buy are poisonors-
general.  They murder His Majesty's
subjoc 8 by wholesale, noither do they
ever pity or spare.  They drive them
to hell like sheep; and what is their
gain! Ia it not the blood of these
wen?  Who, then, would envy their
Iarge estates and sumptuous palacea?
A cwse i8 in tho midst of them; the
curso of (:ad cleaves to tho stones, the
timber, the furniture of them. The
curée cf God is in their gardens, their
walks, their groves—a fire that burrs
to the nethermest hell,  Blood, blood is
there; the foundation, the floor, the
walls, tha roof, ate atained with blood !
Aund canst thou hope, O thou man of
blsod, though thou art ‘clothed in
tcrlot and fine linen and farest sumptu-
ously every day,’—canst thou hope to
deliver down the ficlds of blood to the
third generationd Not so ; for there
is & Gud in heuven, therefore thy name
shall bo rooted out. Like as those
whom thou hast deatroyed body and
soul, ¢ Thy memorial shall perish with
thee.””

@

“YE HAVE DONE IT UNTO ME.”

“Ye have done it unto me, ye have
dono it unto me,” sung Jenny one
Monday morning. “There! I'l re-
member it Lhis time, sure.  But, dear
we! I'm forgetting, after all, The
teacher said we must not only learn
tho words, bub think of what they
mean, and try to do them.”

“Let me see, now,” and she pressed
her chubby hands to her forehead ;
“teacher said: ‘If wo give a cup of
cold water to one of hislittle ones, for
the Saviour's eake, he would say, ‘Ye
have done it unto mo’ I don's s'pose
I know any of his little ones, but I'll
try if I can fiad ’em.”

Sbo van into the kitchen, where, on
the dresser, the spied a large bowl,
which was used to mix cake in

“Ah!” thought she, *the Sisviour
is pleagsed if we give his litile ones a
cupfal of water; he'll like a bowlful
better still.  Bridget, may I take this
bowl awhile?"

Bridget, who was busy with her
washing, did not turn her head, but
said,

“QOh, yes; take what you like.”

Jopny lifted the bowl down very
carefully ; but how to fill it was the
question, She did not want to trouble
Bridget; besides, she had an idea that
she ought to do it all herself.

A bright thought struck ber; taking
the cup that alwaya hung on the pump,
sho filled it eoveral times, and poured
it into the bowl.

“ It's cupfuls, afier all,” she thought.

It was almost more than she could
carry without spilling; but she walked
slowly to the front gate  There was
100 ono in sight, and Jenny set her
burden on the grass, and swung on the
gato while she waited.  Presently,
along camo two little girls on their
way to school,

“Whant a drink 3" called Jenny.

““Yes, indeed; it's go hot, and U'm :

droadtul thirasty. I alwaysam. But

how are wo to got at it?"” laughing as|

sho saw tho great bowl,

*Ob, I'll goon fix that!” and Jenny
ran for the tin cup with which thoy
dipped out the water.

'“Tt tagtes real good,” they said, and
kitgsed her as they ran cff to schoo),
The next that appeared was a short,
red-faced Irishman, wiping his face
with the slecove of his flannol shirt,
w(i;ile an ugly dog trotted at his
side.

“[Jo don't look much like ‘one of
the litt'e ones,’ thought Jenuy, doubt
fully ; tut she timidly held out her tin
cup,
again, and drinking.

“And it must bo a blessed angot
ve aro, for it's looking for a tavern |
vag, and now 1 won't nade to go nigh
one at zll. And shure, after all,
wator's botter nor whiskey. Might 1
give some to the poor baste 7" pointing
to his dog.

Jonny heaitated; she did not like
the iden of huving the dog drink from
her cup or bowl, But the men settled
it by pouring the remnant of the water
into hig dirty old hat, the dog instantly
lapping it up.

After they wero gone, Jenny filled
her bowl again.  But I can’t tell you
now of all to whom she gave cups of
cold water that hot day. But when
sho laid her tired head on the pillow
that night, ehe thought,

*I wonder whether, after all, any
of 'em ware his  little onca?’”

And the dear Saviour, looking down,
aud seting that the little girl had done
all that ehe could for his sake, wrote
after her day's work, “ Ye have done
it unto me."—Selected.

TROUBLE FROM DISOBE-
DIENCE.

Dip our young 1eaders ever think
of the trouble that sometimes comes
from one disobedient act? Perhaps
they have not learned to look at
trouble as the result of disobedience,
Perhaps some of them will see in the
following story something that hag
happened not far from their homes.

A little girl was allowed to visit one
of her little friends on a certain even-
ing for a few minutes, but she became
intertsted in play, and forgot to return
until & late hour. It was not long
uetil she again stayed beyond the time
allowed by her folke. The time had
como for trouble about her disobedi-
ence. Her folks wanted to know ali
the time whore she was, They had a
perfect right to require this, as they
did not feel that it was safe for their
child to be out without their know-
ledge of her whereabouts.  Many
children rove away from home, and
their parents do not know where to
find them when they want them.

Tho little girl of whom we write
wasg roproved for her disobedience and
punished. Then they all knelt in
prayer, and tears were shed quite
freely over her sin, Her little friend
camo in after a little while and told
how badly she and her mamma folt
about it. 'When the husband came
home for dinner, he said, “ This has
been the bluest balf day I havo spent
in 8 long while” The wife asked,
“What wss wrongil” Ho asid,
““ Well, it began with that act of dig-
obedience by our little girl this morn-
ing, and £ suppose that thiew a gloom
ovar mo all day.”

Ho eagerly drained it, filling it

The littlo girl felt ashamed and
sorry, but tho deed had been done.
She was to blume for it all. She
prayod the Lord to forgive her, and to
holp her to do better  Wo hope she
avi(l not soon forgot the lesson of that

RY.

‘““HERE WK ARE.”

JOLLY little army—
1 seom to hear their feet,

Patier, patter, tr.ad, tread,

Beat, beat, beat!
Hero they come, thero they como,

From happy hour of play—
Dowu hill, across dale,

‘' Hero we are1” thoy say.

A jolly littlo army—
Tramp, tramp, tramp !
From tho seasido cottage,
Frow the mountain camp ;
From the dear old homestead,
Hiddoa far away—
Down hill, across dale,
““Hero wo are !’ they say.

A jolly little army,
Many thousand strong.
Wild roses on their checks,
On their lips a song ;
Coming back to scheol again,
Bright with rest and play —
Down hill, acros dale,
“Herows are!" they say.

—Youtl's Companion,

FORTS IN THE NORTH-WEST.

TaoeRev.E. A Stafford, LL.B , pastor
of the Metropolitan Ghurch, Toronto,
is contributing a couple of very interest-
ing articles to tho Methodist Magazine
on his experiences in the North-west,
from which we make the following ex-
tract: In theold days, when the agents
of the Hudson Bay Company were mark-
ing the vast and yet trackless prairies
with their lines of travel, this Company
wag the dominant power in the land,
In exercising its high privileges among
a savage people, it found it necessary
to buila a fort at every post which it
establiched As these forts have, some
of them, been rocently the scene of
aclive war it may be interesting, while
at the same time it will be disappoint-
ing to the boy who has read some his-
tory, to know something cf their char-
acter. To this history-reading boy a
fort means a space enclosed by a solid
wall of stone. He thinks of Calais, and
Rochelle, and Sebastopol, Buat he must
understand that these Hudgon Bay
Comyany’s forts are nothingofthis kind.
They are simply a stockade, made by
sotting poles about eight inches in thick-
ness upright in the earth, and rising
atout as high as the ceiling of a good
houge. With this idea of a fort in our
minds, we can readily understand the
news we read in April last of the burn-
ing of Fort Carlton. The fort itself
way an inconsiderable loss, for it wasso
gsituated a8 to be almost ussless as a
defonce against such weapons as were
in the hands of some of the Indians,
It lay in such a hollow as to onable
persons on the bhigh ground in the
vicinity to command a full view, at
close range, of all that was going on
within. In this nook it was sheltered
from the wintry wiands, and such de-
fonces were quite sufficient against the
woapons possessed by the Indians when
thede places were built, The disaster
in thé burning of such a fort was
tho logs of houses and other pro-
perty within. In the caso of Cariton
this loss was not great, as the men had
already rombved the stores.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A MISSIONARY RECITATION FOR A
LITTLE GIRL.

HOUGH a wee girl I seem to be,

With happy heart so glad and free,
ere is a word I'd like to say

To friends we welcome here to-day.

A word of comfort from the Lord !
Receive it then with one accord.
"Tis, ‘‘If on the Lord you believe,
His gracious love you shall receive.”

A love for all in every land,

From highest peaks to desert sand,
I would proclaim with tender voice ;
And bid you in God’s name rejoice.

I'd like to send it o’er the sea,

This word of love from you and me;

Then help kind friends, with all your might ;
Such love will banish heathen night.

—&8. 8. Messenger.
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CONSCIENCE,

There is a pretty fable of a great
monarch who ornce gave to a much-
loved subject a beautiful ring. It was
set with precious stones, but it was
not in these alone its value consisted.
It was made of a peculiar metal, which
bad the power of contracting directly
it its owner did anything wrong.
Though very large and loose at firat, it
became at times a painful encambrance,
which it was impossible to shake off or
get rid of in any way.

‘We think that subject, if he was a
wrong-doer, would rather have been
without it. Don’t you?

Now conacience is something like
this ring; we feel itsa pressure when
tempted to do wrong, Does it not
accuse us continuallyy What child
has departed from truthfulness, or done
a mean action without an inward
twinge which dyes his cheek with
shame! Well may we, under the
stings of conscienoce, offer the prophet’s
oonteassion, *O Lord, to us belongeth
shame and confusion of face!”

The Bible speaks of having *“no
more conscience of sins,” How is this
to be attained? Another verse tells
us, ¥ How much more shall the blood
of Ohrist, who through the eternal Spirit
offered himself without spot to God,
purge your conscience from dead works
to serve God1” Martin Luther, the
great Reformer, says, “I drown my
oonscience in the blood, wounds, death
and resurrection of Jesus Christ }”

Ah, here is the secret of rest of
soul, of peace with God. Dear one,
have you the answer of a good con-
science §

CONFESSING CHRIST BEFORE
MEN.

SoMETHING more than fifty years
ago there was a small dioner party
at the other end of London. The
ladies bad withdrawn, and under the
guidance of one member of the com-
pany the oconversation took a turn
of whizh it will be enough here and
now to say that it was utterly dis-
honourable to Jesus Christ our Lord.

One of the guests said nothing, but
presently asked of the host permission
to ring the bell, and when the servant
appeared, he ordered bis carriage. He
then, with the courtesy of perfect self-
command, expressed his regret at
being obliged to retire, but explained
that he was still a Obristian. Mark
the phrase, for it made a deep impres-
gion at the time—¢still a Christian.”

Perbaps it cccurs to you that the
guest who was capable of this act of
simple courage must have been a
bishop, or at least a clergyman. The
party was made up entirely of laymen,
and the guest in question became the
great Prime Minister of the early days
of Queen Victoria—he was tho late
Sir Robert Peel.— Canon H, P, Liddon,
D.D,

THE CHIEF DUTY OF THE
CHURCHES.

Rev. SMitHE BAKER writes as follows
in the Qolden Rule :

““ We may see it or not, the religious
education of the youth of our land,
outside of the Roman Church, depends
upon the Protestant Sunday-schools.
Here is the responsibility rolled upon
us. We cannot help it Will the
Church be equal to it? The Sunday-
school work enters upon & new era of
responsibility, in which her faithfulness
is to be tested. The greatest need of
our country, to save it for the next
century, is not more colleges or more
richly endowed universities, where the
few shall be trained in speculations,
but Bible schools upon every hillside
in the East and the West, to teach the
children of the masses the Christian
principles of private and public life,
and to lead them to Christ before they
are corrupted and confirmed in the
infidelities of the age. Will the Church
be equal to this1”

A GOOD BOOK FOR BOYS AND
GIRLS.

Wonder Stories of Science. By Rev.
D. N, Beach. James L. Bowen and
others. Pp. 384. TI'lustrated. Bos-
ton: D. Lothrop & Co. Toronto:
'W. Briggs. Price $1.50.

The fairy tales of science we think
much more wondertul, and much more
interesting, than those woven by the
brains of dreamers and poets. These
Wonder Stories, we think, for every
sensible boy or girl, will possess a
greater fascination than any novel they
could find, It is a capital book for a
holiday present. Ameng the “Wonder
Stories” are: How Christmas cards
are made, a pair of gloves how
newspapers are made, a camphor re-
finery, umbrellas, gas works, comb
makers, fish hooks and fishing rods,

ballooning, lighthouses, (coins, dishes,

telegraphing and signalling, lace and |

silk making, etc,, etc. The book is
beautifully illustrated and bound—we
wish every boy and girl could have one
for a Ohristmas gift.

KISSING THE POPE'S TOE.

Ix this land of Christian liberty no
one thinks it necessary to fall down
and worship any ruler in Church or
State. That is the case, at least,
among all, except Roman Catholics.
To us it seems very strange to hear of
men kissing the Pope’s foot. The
Pope iz the greatest bishop of the
Roman Catholic Church, and lives in
the Vatican palace in Rome. He is
the head of that Church all over the
world, and honours that ought never
to be given to any man are given to
bim. One of these honours is kiswing
bis foot or rather his slipper. Jesus
Christ, who was God manifest in the
flesh, 80 humbled himself as to wash
the feet of his disciples, but the Pope,
who claims to be the servant of Jesus
Obrist, requires men to kiss his foot.
Every one can see that such a thing is
not according to the spirit of Christ,
our meek and lowly Saviour, whom
we are to follow. Does it not seem
strange that people are so foolish as to
submit to such a lawi It certainly
does, but those who do it have been
taught from childhood to revere the
Pone about a8 much as Christ.

Perhaps some of our readers would
like to know how and when the absurd
custom of kissing a man’s foot in sub-
mission was began. The first to
require it was that dreadfully wicked
and cruel Caligula, emperor of Rome.
The emperors after him refused such
honours until Heliogabalus again re-
quired it. Bishops as well as others
bowed to the empercr and kissed his
foot. Justmann, whose proud wife
Theodora urged him to it, was the first
among the Ohristian emperors to
require prostration before himself and
his wife, and the kissing of their feet.
Even the popes were at last required
to show this honour to the emprrors.
In the seventh century after Christ
this was still the case. But when the
popes became the temporal rulers of
Rome they soon adopted the same
rule. Pope Eugenus II, was the first
to make it a law to kiss the pap.l foot.
Pope Gregory VII. ordered all princes
to render this homags to the popes.

READING.

WauAr do you propose to read this
winter! The long evenings have again
come round and every intelligent man,
every intelligent family should block
out a course of reading for the winter.,
And there might be & great deal of
good reading before the fine eveniogs of
next spring come, One evening a week
for the prayer-meeting, and another
for social purposes, would leave four
evenings each week, supposing you did
not read on Saturday evening. We
strongly advise our readers to begin
now and procure some good reading
matter for these long winter evenings.
In this way our Canadian winter might
be made an unspeakable blessing. Cold
and bleak it undoubtedly is; but the
colder the night the more enjryable are
our household pleasures., And what
pleasures SuUrpass a warm cozy room
and a good book? There is too much
reason to fear that in towns and cities
many of our young people, even reli-
gious young people, give too many even-
ings to societies and meetings of one

kind and another. Even supposing a
young man does belong to a “lodge,”
the lodge does not meet every night.
Though a young lady skates, she need
not skate every evening in the week,
One reason why young men from the
country are found on the highest rungs
of the ladder in every de ent of
buman activity is because they had no
place to go to every evening at home on
the farm, and they read and studied.
Among all the lean creatures in this
lean world there is none so mentally
lean and challow, none so spiritually
lean as those town and city people who
‘‘go to something every night” through-
out the whole winter. Like Pharaoh’s
lean kine they devour everything in the
shape of a meeting that lies in their path
during winter and come out in spring
leaner than ever. Giveyour ownChurch
all the evenings it needs, then devote
a few more to things that must be done
—a few to social amusements of a
prop 'r kind, and then—read —Canada
Presbyterian,
—

THEIR NAMES ARE KNOWN,

THAT cbarming new monthly maga-
zine, Babyhood, makes the wise sugges-
tion that the little folks be * labelled.”
In the cities the straying away of little
children is of very common ocourrence,
The wee people in the enjoyment of the
novel sensation of freedom, and lured
on by interest in sight-seeing wander
away from their homes, and often occa-
sion their friends and parents a world
of anxiety and trouble. The means
suggested for bringing the little wan-
derers home is tbat young children be
suitably labelled by having their full
name, with street and number of resi-
dence, all duly exposed upon some
article of their clothing. The remedy
is thoroughly senmsible; and it would
seem to be of quite a8 much importance
thus to label little childen to prevent
them from being lost as it is to take simi-
lar precautions for dogs and other do-
mestic animals, or for various articles,
such as umbrellas, bunches of keys,
and so om.

But has it occurred to our readers that
to our heavenly Father every one of
them is known by name. Parents
having families of a dozen children find
it just as easy to remember each by
name a8 if there were but two or three;
and our great Father in heaven can
remember all the hundreds of millions
of children just as well. The stars in
the heavens are to the buman mind
above all possibility of numbering, much
more of being known by names, so vast
is the multitude of these bodies that
lie away in the depths of space. But
the Bible says that “God telleth the
number of the stars, and calleth them
all by their names.”

There are many dear ones wandering
far away from God and home, children
whom God tenderly loves, and for whom
the Saviour died that they might be
brought to their home again. God
knows them every one by name. The
Bible says that “the whole family in
heaven and earth is named ” by Him,
And with infinite anxiety and love God
desires that all the wondering ones be
brought bome again,

A LITTLE girl was asked by her
mother on her return from church how
she liked the preacher. * Didn't like
him at all,” was the reply. * Why 1"
“’Cause he preached till he made me
sleepy, then he hollered so loud that
he wouldn’t let me go to sleep.”




T G,
P 7 7 5

: . L .. \\\\ g -
; I ...‘ v/ ;.\\\

Syt

w2
o<1
o}
o
sof
H
Z
o
w2
<
=R
=
o

e

. ) CaR \
AN N\
R A B
Y % JRRE N\ .
. D
s )
- i > - . .,
v :
3 Ny R . .
. .

THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP,—(See next page.)

N o
W48

T R

i

niRie

o




4

LAWY
=

’?;’1;5
)

PLEABANT HOURS.

THE BUILDING oI° THE SHID.

The fellowinyg lines from Loungfellow = tino
poem on thiy subject will be the best evpla-
natiou of our large engraving .

< UYERING mauy a rood of ground,
tay tho tunber piied around ;

Tuimber of chestout, aud elm, and oak,
And scattered hers and there with these,
The knarred and crooked cedar knees ;
Brought from regions far away,
Frow Pascagoula’s sunoy bay,
And the banks of the roaring Roanoke !
Ah'! what a wondrous thing it is
To noto how wnany wheels of toil
Oue thouglt, one word, can set in motion !
There's not a ship that eails tho ocenn,
But evory climate, overy soil,
Must bring its tribute, great or small,
And help to build the wooden wall )
And soon throughout the shipyard's bounds
Were heard tho intormingled sounds
Of axes and of mallots, plied
With vigorous srms on every side ;
Plied 80 deftly and so well,

T'hat, ere the shadows of evening fell,
The keol of oak for a noble ship,
Scarfed and bolted, atraight and strong,
Wag l?'mg ready, and strotchod along
Tho blocks, well placed upon the slip.
Day by day tho vessel grew,
With timbers lnsbionca strong and true,
_Sgemayn and keelson and sternson-kneo,
Till, framed with perfect symmetry,
A skeleton shyp rose up to view !
And around the bows and along the side
The heavy hammers and mallcts plied,
Till after many a week, at longth,
Wondertul for form and strength,
Sublime in its enormous bulk,
Loomed aloft tho shadowy hulk !
And around it columas of smoke, upwreathiug
Roso from the boiling, bubbling, seething
Caldron that glowed,
And overllowed
\With tho black tar, heated for the sheathing.
Bohold, at last,
Each tall and tapering mast
Is swung 1nto 1ts placo ;
Shrouds and stays
Holding it firm and fast !
Long ago,
In the deer-bunted forests of Maine,
When upon monntain and plaia
lay the snow,
They fell,—thuse lordly pines !
Those d, majestic pines!
'Mid shouts and cheers
The jaded steers
Panting beneath the goad,
Dragged down the weary, winding road
‘Those captive kings so straight and tall,
‘To be shorn of their streaming hair,
Aud, naked and bare,
“To fec] the stress and the strain
Of the wind and the reeling main,
Whoss roar
Would remird them for overmore
Uf their native forests they should not see

again.

Then the Master,
Witha anturo of command,
Waved his hand ;
And at the tword,
Loud and sudden thers was heard,
All around thew and below,
'l:he scund of hammers, blow on blow,
Knocking away the shores and spurs.
And see ! she stars?
She starts,—sho moves,—she seems to feol
The thrill of life aiong ber keel,
And, spurning with her foot the ground,
With ono exulting, joyons bound,
She leaps into the vcean’s arms !

o>
ENTIRE CONSECRATION.

Wuat we want above everything
clse, in theso days of abundant lesson
helps, and ample Sunday-school appli-
ances, is spiritual power. Teacher,
bave you felt this want? Do you
realizs the value ot an immortal sonl?
Have you had just a glimpse of what
an eternity with Unrist, or an eternity
without Christ, may be? Are you
longing for that entire consecration
which shall endow you with this
spiritual power? Is this your daily
prayer?

**Tak. my ssul und body s puwers,
Tuke my men. ry, mis i anl will,
All mv g-ods, and all n v hourg,
All 1 knotw, and all 1 feel §
All I thank, or spak, or do;

STELLA'S VIOTORY.

Sretra Vintoy had been down town
all alono for the tirat tamo in her life
to make sowe purchaees for hor mother.
Bho had walked down, and was riding
home. B, Vinton had told her that
sho might bave tive cents for herself if
thero was any change left, but sho had
been obliged to spend nll but five cents,
and was naturally just a littlo dis-
appoiated.  She sat in tho car with
tho fare in her hand waiting for the
conduetor to come for it.

He came along presently, and ehe
held it out toward him, but he did not
see it, and went on to the front of the
ca, then steppod off the front platform,
and, waiting 8 moment, jumped on tho
rear again

# He's forgotten me. He is mot
coming for my fave. 1 shall have to
give it to him when 1 get out,” she
thought

¢« No, I wouldn't, it is his place to
come for it,” the Tempter suggented.

“That would be cheating. You
bave bad your ride, and ought to pay
for it,’ whispercd Conscience,

“ Of course, but it's not my business
to make the conductor take it.”

“ 1t is overybody's business to be
honest.”

# Ma promised mo five cents, too."”

* But she would not like you to get
it this way."

‘ She nced never know,
not tell her,”

“ But you weuld know, and Josus
would know, and you profcss to be a
little Christian.”

*So I do, and I will bs, and I won't
cheat.”

Just then the conductor callcd out
Baker street, and Stella Vinton rose to
leave the car.  As she did so she put
tke tive cents into the conductor's hand,

“Thank you,” he ssid smiling.

Stella went home and told her mother
of her t¢mptation.

Mrs, Vinton opened her purse, and
taking out a twenty-five cent piece, put
it in Stella’s hand.

“This is for my honest little girl,”
sho said, kissing ber.

So Stella had double resson to be
glad that she bad gained the victory.

I would

NIGHT LIFE OF YOUNG MEN,

Oxe night often destroys a whole
life. The leakage of a night keeps the
day empty. Night in sin's harvest
time. Dore crime and sin is com-
mitted in one night than all the days
of the week. This ig more emphati-
cally true of the city than of the
country. The street lamps, like a file
of soldiers with torch in hand, stretch
away in long lines on either sidewalk ;
the gay coloured {ransparencies are
ablsze with attractions; the saloons
and billiard halls are brilliantly illum-
inated ; music sends forth its enchant-
ments; the gay company begins to
gather to the haunts and houses of
sinful pleasure; the gambling places
are ablaze with palatial splendour ; the
theatres are wide open ; the mills of
destruction sre grinding health, honor,
happiness, hope, out of thousands of
livea,

The city under the gaslight is not
the same as under God's sunlight,
The allurements and perils and pitfalls
of night are & hundredfold dceper and
dark r and moro destructive. Night
life in our cities i8 a dark problom,
whose dopths and abysses make us

start back with horror. All night
tears aro falling, blood is streaming.

Young men toll mo how and whete
you spend your evenings, snd 1 will
writo out tho chart of your character
ond finul destiny, with blanks to insert
your nawmes, It seems to mo an
appropriste toxt would be: * Watch-
man, what of the night?1” Police.
man, pacing tho beat, what of tho
night! What aroyoung men of this city
doing at night$ Whero do they spend
their ovenings? Who aro their nssoci-
atea? What are their habits? Where
do they go in, and what timo do thoy
come out? Policeman, would the
night life of young men commond them
to their omployers? Would it bo to
their credit$

Maukeo a record of the nights of one
weok, Put in the morning papors the
names of all the young men, their
habits and haunts, that are on the
streots for sinful pleasure. Would
thero not bo shame and confusion 3
Some would not dure to go to their
plsces of business, somo would not
roturn home at night, some would
leave the city, some would commit
suicide. Romember, young mon, that
1n the rotina of the All-secing eye thore
is nothing hid but shall be rovesled on
the last day.—Boston Globe.

-4

THE CURE FOR GOSSIP.

Wuar is the cure for gossip? Simply
culture. There is a great deal of
gossip that bas no malignity in it.
Good people talk about their neigh-
bours becauso they have nothing else
to talk about. There comes to us the
picture of & family of young lsdies.
We have scen them at home, we have
met them at the galleries of art, we
have caught glimpses of them going
from a book-store or a library with a
freah volume in their handa, When
wo most them they aro full of what
they have scen and recad. They are
brimming with questions. One topic
of conversation is dropped only to give
place to another in which they are
interested. Wo have left them aftor a
delightful hour, stimulated and re-
freshed ; and during the whole hour
not a neighbour’s garment was spuiled
by so much as a touch. They had
something to talk about. They knew
gouething and wanted to know more,
They could listen as well as they could
talk. To speak freely of a neighbour’s
doings and belongings would bave
seomed an impertinence to them, and,
of course, an impropriety. They bad
no temptation to gossip, becuuse the
doings of their neighbours formed a
subject less interesting than those
which grow out of their knowledgs
and their culture.

And this tells the whole story. The
confirmed goesip is either malicious or
ignorant. The one variety needs a
change of heart and tho other a change
of pasture. Goesip is always a per-
sonal profession, cither of malice or
imbecility, and the young should not
only shun it, but by the most thorough
culture relieve themsclves from all
temptation to indulge in it. It is a
low, frivolous, and too often a dirty
pastime, There are country neigh-
bourhoods where it rages like pest.
Churches are split in pieces by it. By
it neighbours are made enemics for
life, In wany perscns it degenerates
into a chronic disease which is practi-
celly incurable. Let the young cure
it while thoy may.

Let them take up a good and judi-

cious course of reading, just such a
courso 88 is laid down in tho 0. L. 8, C,,
or tho ' Spare Minuto Courco.” Theso
coursges aro tested, und have in hundred
of cases proved nn effectual oure of tho
thoughtless and vicious habit of gossip.
Tey 164

THE BEAUTIFUL LAND.
BY THR REV. K. PAXTON Mlooh,

HERE'S a boautiful land where the rains
never beat,
And the esst winds nover blow ;
And thoy feel not the glow of tho summeor

cat,
Nor tho chill of the winter snow,

CHORUS,

'Tis hel"o(fl aweot heaven! that beautiful
and ;
Thero is nothing on carth
Of true beauty or worth :
Let ua go to that beautitul land !

Thoro is many a child in that beautiful land :
We havo brothers and sisters thore ;
And thoy dwell with the angela, a happy

and,
Their glory and joy to share.

And they nover die in that beautifal Jand,
And the peogle are always young,
And their cheeks with the roses of health are
fanned,
And thoir voices aro always in song.

We have soon no flowers like tho flowers
that blow
In the ficlds of that beautiful land {
‘Wo havo seen no rivers like those that flow
Through tho hills of that beautiful land,

Thero was never a \c.. in that beautiful land,
There was never a nourner soen ;

The people in pure white dresses stand,
In the fields that aro alwaya green.

And Jesus lives in that beautiful land,
And he says to the children, ¢*‘Come1”
And sometimes Ho takes them from our band
To dwoll in that beantiful home.

And if Jesus shall help me by His grace,
Thero I too in light shall atand,

And join in tho sonnds of glorious praise,
In the fields of the glorious land.

MY FATHER.

IN a storm at eea, when the danger
pressed and the deep seemed ready to
devour the voyagers, one man stood
composed and cheerful amidst the
agitated throng. They asked him
eagerly why he feared not. Was he
an experienced €eaman, and did he
seo reason to expect that the ship
would ride the tempest through ¢ No,
he was not an expert sailor, but he
was a trustful Christian. He was not
sure that the ghip would swim ; but
he knew that its sinking could do no
harm to him. His answer was,
#Though I sink to-day, I shall only
drop gently into the hollow of my
Father’s hand; for he holda all theso
waters there!”

The story of that disciple’s faith
triumphing in a stormy sea presents a
pleasant picture to those who read it
on thesolid 1and ; but if they in salety
are gtrangers to his faith, they will
not in trouble paitake of his consola-
tion, The idea is beautifal; but a
buman sool in its extremify cannot
play with & beantiful ides, If the
heart does not feel the trath firm to
lean upon, the eye will not long be
satisfied with its symmetry (o look at.
Strangers may speak of providenos ;
but only the cb idren love it. IXf they
would tell the truth, those who are
alionated from God in their hearts do
not like to be so completely in his
powor. Itis whon I am satisfied wath
his mercy that I rejoice to lie in his
hand.—dArneot.

S ! Take my heart, but make it new,"”

B
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PLEASANT HOURS.

*“AUNT NELLIE, YOU'S BEING BAD,”

XUNT&IELLIE had fashioned & dainty

thip

or I{aml'urg and ribbon aud lace,

Aud mamma eaid, as she settled it round

Qur beautiful baby’s faco,

Whero the dimples play and the laughter lios

Liko sunbeains hid her violet oyes,

‘‘If tho day ie plensant and the baby's good,

She m}t:y {;0 to church and wear her now
ood.”

Then Ben, aged six, bogan to tell,
In an elderly brotherly way,
How very, very good she must lis
It sho wont to church next day,
Ho told her of the chutrh, the choir, the
crowd,
And the man up in front who talked so

loud ;
But she must not talk, norlaugh nor sing,
But just sit as quict as anything.

And 80, on a beautiful Sabbath in May,
\When the frait bads burst into flowers

(There wasn't a blossom on bush or tree
So fair as this Llossom of ours),

All in hor white dress, dainty and new,

Our baby eat in tho fanuly pow.

The grand, swoet music, the reverent air,

The solemn hush, and the voice of prayer

Filled all her baby soul with awe,
As she sat in her little place,
And the hioly look thut the augels wear
Seomed picturod upon her face ;
Aund the sweot words uttered 8o long ago
Came into my mind with a rhythmetic flow—
“0f such is the kingdom of heaven,” said

Ho—
And I know that Ho spoke of such as she.

The sweet voiced organ pealed forth again,
The collection box came round,
And baby dropped her ponny in
And smiled nt the chinking sound,
Alone in the chvir Aunt Nollie stood,
Waiting the close of the soft prelude
To begin her solo. High and stron%
She struck her first note ; clear and long

She held it ; all were charmed but one,
Who, with all the might she hed,

Sprang to her little feet, and cried :
‘* Aunt Nollie, you's being bad 1"

Tho au.ivnco smiled, the minister coughed,

The littls boys in the corner laughed,

The tenor-man shook like au aspen leaf

And hid his tace in his haudkerchief,

LILLIE AND HER TWO BOOKS.
BY UNCLE RIO

Lircig has found a cool place. Ske
has an hour to herself, and wants to
mako the best possible use of it.

One day she was Jeaning on the
window sill with an open book before
her, Ssme one stepped up to her and
gaid :

% Lillie are you alone$”

¢ No,” she answered, 1 have had
good company. I have been thinking.”

* About what are vou thinking {"

“ About what I have been reading."

“ Where is your company 1"

*“Thero are three of them. One
you caunot see, but the other two are
visible,”

I do not sce auy one,”

““The one you cannot see is God.
Y always enjoy being alone with him,
The others are these two books,”

“ I can seo only one book. Where
is the other$”

¢ Right before you, They are both
God’s books. I have learned many
lessons from them, and find muoch
pleasure and benefit in reading them.”
~—% Oh, you mean the book of nature,”
Well, that is a pretty large book, but
I canoot 8ee much in it to read.”

“Can't yon! Let me call your
attention to just this ome leaf. See
how wonder{ul it is. The colour is 8o
rish, the veins ruuning through it
carry sap to every partt of it to keep it
alive. Some one has said the trees
breathe through their leaves. If a
plant or & tree is stripped of all its

leaves it will die. Now look over tho
beautiful Jandscapo spread out beforo
us, and think of tho millions of leaves
and spoars of grass, the cattle, tho
birds, tho insocts, and of the laws by
which they exist, and tell mo that you
cunnot see auything in nature to read !
Why, mon and women have been
studying these things for ages, and yob
thoro aro seciets in them which no one
huy been able to disclose, All theso
things spoak of God in his wisdom,
power and goodnesy, Tho adaptation
of all to crch other, and tho manner in
which ho hns provided for all hia
croatuves aro marvellous proofs both of
his wisdom and of his goodness."—
“ Ob, Lillio, your talks are always as
good as scrmond. I shall aeo more
beauty in naturo after this. Oan we
not often meot and talk about these
thiogs 3"

“I suppose we can, But if we
want to got much good out of them,
wo must study them.”

So theso two girls spent an hour
together., When they scparated they
felt happy, and both felt more than
ever like reading God's two great
books,
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“ FAITHFUL CHILDREN."”

“ FaitaruL children;” or, *chil-
dren that believe” What is easior
than for a child tobelieve? The other
day I met a little girl six years old,
who had bad an illness from hor birth,
which weakened her mental powers.
I offered her somethiog, and the dear
little creature took it with a smile that
showed the trusted me, The Gospel
of Jesus is go simple that even those
who are not shacp-witted can believe
and be saved. I know many years
ago a half-witted youth who ueed to go
about singing bits of bad songs that he
had unhappily leirned. Boys pelted
him with stones and shouted after bim:
“ 8illy Dick!” And poor Dick wounld
swear at them, run after them, and try
to hit them, One Sunday he went to
a Methodist chapel, heard a simple,
lively sermon, in which the preacher
told the * Old, old story;"” and Dick
believed, and was converted. He now
gave up his bad songs, and learned
scraps of Gospel songs. Naughty boys
still teased him ; bus he went quietly
on his way, saying : ‘‘ Lads, yosouldn’t
do soa.” I visited poor Dick on his
death-bed, and found him very happy
The last time 1 saw him he was thin,
pale, and einking. Calling me by
name, he asid, with a bright smile:

“¥m going to heaven, and the
angeis won't call me ¢Silly Dick,’ will
lum ?"

Now if poor Dick could believe, can-
not you? If any one asks me how
soon a child may begin to believe Jesus,
my angwer ig:

““Ag soon as ho can believe his
mother.”

¢ Faithful children” love Jesus.
Surely you can love him [ Tiny girls
lIove their dolls, and grieve over them
if they are injured. Littlo boys can
Jove pet birds or rabbits, and will cry
if they die; all childron can love their
fathers and mothera. Now if boys
and girls can love a pet animal, and
much more their parents, can they not
love most of all the Lord Jesus who
died for them, and loves thom beyond
all human love.

« Faithful children” obey Jesus,
Now you know you can obey at home
if you like. You ought not to bo, you

need not be, “unruly,” Josus gives
children no hard commands ; he simply
says, '‘ Follow wo,” as ochildren can
follow,.— Early Days.

ABOUT A FIGHT.

A oy camo home red, rumpled,
bruised, and heated.

“Come, son,” said his futhor, * you
soom to have been fighting,. Was the
boy larger than you are 3"

The .youngster looked uneasy, and
mumbled * No.”

*“So, g0, And now what did you
fight for 7"

A long dolay ; thon out blurted the
truth: ¢“'Causo ho wouldn't give me
half of his apple.”

“Well, really ! You havo sot up
ac & highway robber, taking your
neighbour's goods ; and a bully and &
coward, whipping a smaller boy! Go,
now, and get washed and drsssed.”

‘“ Ho deserves a whipping,” said his
sister.

“ Not at all. e has not Hed ; he
owned the truth.”

Tle little lad, glad at getting off 8o
well, soon roturned to the tea-table,
He wore a smiling face.

“ There is no place here for you,”
said his father calmly. “Such prin.
ciplos are not popular at this table.
You will find food proper to your
mannors on & stand in the cornor of
the kitchen,”

But broakfast and supper thus
arranged proved uncndurable,

“Can't I never come back?$" asked
the poor child.

¢ Certainly, when you have mado
your aflairs right.”

¢ But how can I do it?"”

“Take your own money, buy the
little boy an apple, and give it to him
with an apology. Then you will be
once more an honorable fellow, and we
will be glad of your company.”

And o they settled it.

THE OLD TRAIL OF THE
NORTH-WEST.

BY THE REV. EZRA A.STAFFORD, . A,, LI.B,

Froyu an interesting article in tho
Methodist Magazine we make the fcl-
lowing extract: .As lively incidents
ond stirring eventa are scattered along
the highway of life, 80 I now choose the
old trail a8 a line upon which to string
gome scenes and occurrences that may
prove interesting to thoso who have
had no experienca of western lifo,

There isthe buffalo trail. It appears
now like what farmers call a dead fur-
row, overgrown with grass, The marks
ran in all directions, and the traveller
will not go far without seeing them,
At first they made him think of an
abandoned corn field, but they are not
parallel, nor are they close enough to-
gether to be explained in that way,
Old renidents tell of a day when the
black herds were seen, in single file,
trotiing along these paths to the near
est watering place, while the dust roge
above them like a great clond. With
the exception of an occagional skull,
these deep-trodden, zrass-grown paths,
are the last remaining monument of
that noble, but vanished race—the
buffalo

But the trail particularly referred to
here is simply a waggon-road across the
face of the prairie, and a regular line
of travel, In all the western country,
roada defined by a fenoce on each side
aro noxt to unknown, and turnpikes are
raro indecd after you leave the towns

a little way behind, Imagine an open
space, strotcbing away for bundreds of
miles, broken only by occasional streams,
on the margin of which isalways found a
narrow fringe ofsmall trecs, Somewhere
through this boundless field the firat
traveller made his way, guided only by
his caprice, or way be by the cyo of the
north star, Others followed the mark
he loft on the grass, until at length
the improssion was so deop ns to be
recognized as a guiding sign to all
lonely travellers, Unlikethe firat adven-
turers in a foreat land, theso pioneers
could not blazu their way, or leavo any
characteristic signa to indicato tho
course they had pursued. Even yet
a buffalo skull lying on the sod will be
montioned to a stranger as a sign
whereby he may know either to turn
or keep directly on his way.

Qa0 foot of beast nover pressed a
more comfortablo road to travel over
than the trail on tho prairie, It pre-
sonts to the hoof an even, slightly
elastic, surfaco, while the carriage glides
over its smooth way without a jar,
like the movement of a boat over calm
waters,
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WE ARE COMING.

JE 8ro coming, wo aro coming,
We, the childron of the land ;
If you let us we will join you,
1eart to heart and hand to hand.

OHORUS.

In the name of Christ roceive us,
We will fight the giant sin;

With the baoner of the Mighty,
Men and women, let us in,

Hear ye not our childish voices?
Desp and strong the echoes roll ;
Now and evormore defying
Satan and his poison bowl.

Scorn us not, our youth disdaining,
Wae are many tho' we'ro small ;

Brave for toil, for hardship ready,
e will follow when you call.

Onward ! upward ! is our watchword,
On to conquer or to die !

Hear tho peal o'er hill and valley, -
And our copinr Lost descry.

Soon will ring the glorions tidings,
Alcohol's career 1S run ;

Earth redecmed from sin and sighing,
Swells the anthem—victory’s won,

>
ON THE WRONG TRACK.

Touuy is only twelve years old, and
I tremble when I look at him, not
becauso I think he will hurt me,—och,
no —but because I know heis hurting
bimself. An engine got loose one day
and ran off on the wrong track. It
ran into a train of cars that was
coming, and did a great deal of harm,
Tommy is on the wrong track ; and he
is going to run into other trains which
are out on their life-track, and harm
them, and very likely get smashed np
himself. He is out on the strest all
day, and sometimes until late at night,
Ho has learned to smoke, and knows
how beer tastes. Be says he is too
big to go to Sunday-school, and so he
plays in the fields and strests on
Sunday, He does not like to go to
school, and never wanta to read any-
thing. What can bo done for him?
Boys, look out that you do not get on
the same track.—Sunday-school ddvo-

cale.

Ta1s is how a parlour-maid the other
day corrected the pronunciation of a
fellow-servant, a page: “Don’t say
¢ax,’ you vulgar boy ; say ¢ harsk.’”
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PLEABANT HOURS,

WE ARE COMING TO THE BATTLE.

JE aro cumiug to the battle of tho weak
3 against the strong,

We aro comiuyg to tho conllict of the right
against the wrong ; .

Wa are cotng to the rescue of our country
awml out home,

Wo ate cotnng to the help and hope of years
that are to come,

We are coming in vur carly days to sid the
good and true,

We are comivg in our youthful strength with
faith to darc and do;

We are coming in our love for friends in
country and in town,

We are comng in the might ot God to put
the tyrant down,

Wo are s oming ore the tempter hay had tune
to torge his chain

To Ubind us fast, and make us slaves in ovil'a
dark domain ;

Wo aro coming with our little help to do
what we can do

For othec's good, for God's own cause, in all
the wild world through.

OO

JACK WAS A HIGH WIND.

ALwavys look for tho bright side of
tho unpleasant and unavoiduble things
that aros constantly happening. Here
is an example

Two little girle, Lily and Violet,
were playing in a yard where they had
strung some twine for a clothes-line,
and were washing their dolls’ garments
in a diminutive tub, and hanging them
out todry. Along came Lily’s brother,
Master Jack, a juvenile tease, and
with one aweep of his hand jerked the
wholo day's washing from the line and
scattered it on the grass. Lily bub-
bled over in tearsat once. Violet was
saddened, too, but the necessity of
playing peace-maker in the impendiog
family quarrel was the first thought of
her mind ; 8o she said, scothngly,
“ Never mind, Lily, let’s play Jack
was 8 high wind,”

What a fine, thoughtful girl Violet
must be. Those fow words from her
2 a peacomsker likely sived many
barsh o« and hard feelings. When
little troubles cou.. into your plays
try to think of Something that will
make them turn out pleasantly. But
let our smart little Jacks be a little
more careful not to tease their sistera
continually.

A HORSE'S FRIEUWDSHIP,

A FEW years ago two mlaisters
attended several camp-meetings i1 suc-
cession. Their hosses were placed side
by side in & stable, and formed a strong
attachment for each other. At the
second meeting a strange horse was
put into the enclosure or lot with the
two friends. The stranger was croes
and undertook to abuss one of the two.
The horses were at their measl, and the
ugly conduct of the stranger could not
be excused. When the other horso
heard that his friend was attacked by
the stranger he left his food, went to
his rescue and drove off the intruder.
After he had driven him to what he
considered a safe distance he returned
to his oats a8 if nothing had heppened.

That was a noble horse, He knew
how to treat a friend and would not
allow a saucy stranger to abuse him.
His gallant act may serve as a !csson
tous. The Bible says, ¢ A man that
hath friends m2st show himsel!
friendly.” The best way to prove true
friendship is to be helpful in the time
of trouble, Of what use are friends if
ous cannot rely on them wher they are
most needed.

THE SOURCE,

Ir you know a minister or teacher
who goems always to havo & now mee-
sago for his hearers, or an old wessage
put in a fresh way, you may be sure
that tho secrot of that minister's or of
that teacher's freshneas is simply faith.
ful study of God's word. He who filla
his water-skins at the sources is sure of
a sweeoter supply than ho who fills
from the dregs of other men's drawings.

If you have not that freshnesa of
teaching which you admiro in others,
there is only ono way of gotting it,—
and that is by doing as they do, going
continually to the source of all teaching
for ever-new supplies of stimulus and
of suggostion,

— =@ s

WINE IS A MOCKER,.

Dr. NoruaN Kkrg, of England, in
a recent address at Exeter Hall, Lon.-
don, said:

 Fermented wine is indeed a mocker.
It promises us atrength and mocks us
with weakness. It promises us sub-
stance And mocks us with shadow. 1t
promises us heat and mocks us
with cold. It promises us moisture
and robs us of the moisture we already
possess. It promises us life and mocks
us with premature death. It promises
ug intelligenco and wit, and covers un
with confusion, It darzeles us with
visions of happiness, and pluoges us
into the dopths of despair.”

s o

Tuk story is told of a Russian soldier
exposed to intense cold while on duty
as a sentinel. A poor workingman,
going homo, took off his coat and gave
it to him for his protection. That
night the sentinel perished. Not long
after, tha workingman was brought to
his deathved, and fell into a slumber,
in which he dreamed he saw Josus
wearing his old coat., * You have my
coat on,” he said. ¢ Yes," was the
avawor of the Lurd. ¢ You gave it to
me the cold night I was a sentinel in
the forest. ¢Inasmuch as ye bave
dono it unto one of the least of theso
my brethren, ye have dome it unto
me.'” When we are unable to re-
ciprocate the favour of a benefactor,
we may show the kindneas of God to
his needy ov unfortunate children,

LESSON NOTES.

B.0.726) LESSON VIII,
HEZFRIAH'S GOOD REiLN,
2 Rings 15, 1-12.  Commil to mem, vs, 5.7,
GoLpEN TxxT.

Ho did that which was right in the sight
of the Lord, 2 Kings 18. 8.

OvuTtLINE,
1. Judah Returning to the Lord, v. 1-6.
2, The Lord Prospering Judah, v. 7, 8.
3. The Lord Forasaking Israel, v. 9.12,

Timp.—~The sccession of Hezekish, B.C.
726 ; the fall of Samaria, B.C. 721.

Pracrs.—1, Jerusalem, the capital of
Judah; 2. Samaris, tho capital of Israel;
3, 4. Halah and Harbor, cities in Assyria;
5, Gaza, mn Southorn Palestine, by the
Mediterranean Sea,

EXrLANATION s, —That which was right—
Repudiating idol-worship. Dawid Lis father
—]Jt was the Hebrew custom to refer to
distingmished ancestry. Hezckish was the
son of Ahaz, but he was in David’s line.
Reinoved the high places—Destroyed the
heathen altars on the bills Cut down the
qroves—Thus destroying them as the sscret
resorts of idolaters. e brazen scrpent—
This kad been carefally preserved as s me-
morial of God's goodness in the wilderness,
but latturly it had been used as an idol;
hence the king destroyed it. Called it
Nchushtan — That is, a piece of brass—

{Nov. 22

giving it this contemptuous name to signify
that it was not a proper object of worship.
None like him—None among the kings of
Judah g0 righteous,  Clars- Adhorid.  Fie-
telled agmanst the hing—Threw off tho yoke of
Assyria, Toueer £70% qeatehman —Posts of
sontry.  Feu-sd city — Steougly fortitiod.
Beeavsr they obeyed not —Disobedionco wastho
cause of their eaptivity,

TxAoBINGS OF THE Lxssox,
Whero in this lesson do wo loatn—
1. Tho blossings of a godly rulert
2. "The true way to God s favourt
3. Tho penalty of forgetting God $

Tur LinssoN CArrunism,

1. How long did Hozekiah 10ign? Twenty
nine years, 2. \What is said of Hesokiah
**He did that which was right.” 3. What
elso is sand concerning him?  ¢*The Lord
was with him.” { By whom was Samatia
taken ! By tho king ot Assyria, 6. What
did the king of Assyrin do when ho had
taken Samaria? Carried away [srael unto
Assyria.

Docrnixan Svuoksiiov,~The reward of
righteousucss,

CArvRCuISM QUESTION.

.41 What is the inward and spiritual grace
sigoified ! Our being cleansed from tho guilt
and defiloment of sin and receiving a new lifo
trom and in Chr +t Jesus.

fActs xxii. “olossiaus ii, 12.]

B.C. 7113.) LESBON 1X. [Nov. 2y
HEZLRIAH'S IRAYER ANSWERED,
2 Kings 20, 1-1>.  Cummnit to mem, vs, 1.8,
GouprN Txxr.

‘T'he Lord hear thee in the day of trouble,
Pea, 20, 1,
OvrLing,
1. A Kiog's Grief, v, 1.3,
2, The Lord’s Graco, v. 4.11.
3 A Kiug's Folly, v. 12, 18,
4. The Lord’s Warning, v. 14-17,

Twe.~B.C, 713,

Yraces. — 1, Jerusalem, the capital of
Judali; 2. Bubylou, the capital of Chaldea.
EXPLANATIONS - Stek unto death— Mortally
Ml 2t thee house i order—May beo
rendered give chiargs cunceruog thie houe ;
that is, bo prepareu to surrender tho care of it
to others, INs face to the wall -Seeking
that much of privacy for prayer.  Wept sorr—
Hebrew, *‘wept with 8 “great weopog.”
Afurr—Before.  Middle court—The Hebrew
word tr, here translsted court, means a city,
and 1t would sesm that beforo the prophet
reached thv middlo part of the city the word
of ths Lord came to han  Furn again—
Return,  Zhy «ars—It is improbabio that
these woro caustd by fear of death, but by
desire to finwsu the work of reformation and
deliverance. Bio ver. 6. Luipof fiys--
Whatever curative properties this fruit way
pussoss, it is uot worth while to discuss,
since the cure, evidently, was miraculous.
The botil—Laterally, a burning—an inflamma.
ton, Shadow go forward—That is, on the
dial.  Ten degrce—The degrees neans stops
or stairs, und some have imagined there was
an ascout to the gate of the palace marked
with figures showing the hours of tho day.
dnalof Aha:—Coustracted probably by Absz,
faiher ot Hezekiah,  Sent letters—Tokens of
friendship.  House of hw armwnr—>lace
where jewels wete kept.

TxacuINGs O THE Lxsson,

Whero in this lesson are we shown—

1. The need of preparation for death t

2. Divino forbearance with a doubting
servant ?

8. Divine displeasuro with disobedionce ¢

THE LessoN CATROHIAM,

1. What did the Lord say Ly Issiah to
Hezekish whon ho was sick? ~ ¢ Thon shalt
die.” 2 When Hezokiah had praged and
wept, what did the Lurd then say ! I will
heal thee.” 8. What sign did Hezokiah
have that the Lord would heal himt The

oing back of the shadow, 4, Who sent
etters and a present to Hezekiah when he
heard that be had been sick? Tho king of
Babylon 5. What did Isaiah foretell to
Hezekiah?  The captivity of Israel.
. DoorRINAL SrcarsTioN,—God in natural
avw, .
CATEOHISM QUERSTION,

42, What are the actusl privileges of
baptized adults? They are made membors of
the visible Church of Christ; and their
right, as penitent bolievers, to tho blessings
of the Christian covenant, is sealed to them,

THE “PANSY” BOOKS.

BY MRS. G. R, ALDEN,

' No writer has achioved a moro enviable
reputation than Pansy. Her style isunique :
avd tho strong, loalthy, natural apirit
breathed throngh all her writings cnnobles
the mind, makiog tho manly morv strong
and the womanly more true.”

$1.36 oach.

Esther Reid.
Julia Reid.
| Four Girls at Chau.

Mrs. Solomon Smith. i
Man of the House.
Hall in the Grove.

Pocket Measure, \ tauqun,
New Gralt. Chsutauqua Girls at
Divers Women. Honte.
Tip Lewis, Ruth Erskine's Cros.
Sidney Martin's Xumas, aes.
The Raundolphs. Linke io Rebecca’s
Those Boys. ife,
LEchoiog and Re.echo.| From DiffercntStand-

ing. points.
Modern quhots. Christie's Christmas,
Houschold Puzzles, Interrupted.
Wisy and Othurwise, | One Commonplace
King's Daughter. Day.
Threo Poople.

$1. each,

Cunning Workmon. . Mrs. Dean's Way.
Grandpa’s Darlings. .~ Dr. Dean's Way.

Misy Priscilla Hunter,, What She 8aid, and

and My Daughter;  People who Havn't
Susan. Time.
90 cents each.
Next Things. | Mra. Harry Harper's
Pansy’s Scrap Book. ! Awakening,

80 cants each.

Getting Ahead.
Two Boys.
Six Little Girls.

All tho above ara stronely bound in Extra
English Cloth, aud stampedin luk and Gold.

| Pansies.
‘ That Boy Bob.

A NEW VOLUME

SAM JONEY

SERMUNS AND SAYINGS.
Tho Only Authorized Edition.

(First volume not in Stock and ordors cannot
now be filled.)

THIS SECOND VOLUME contains ser.
mons DIFFERENT from those in the first
vo'ume, and have been carefully revised and
odited before they were given to the printer,

The poworful truths which Mi, Jones eo
successfully puts into the language of the
shop and makes luminous by the homelieat
figures, the keenest earcasm, the sharpest
irony, the most cutting ridiculo, and the
happiest allegory, and which aparkle with
inimitable wit and bumour, are all retainod.
and with his puvgent ““Sayings” eoarranged
that the reader can got out of themn the
utmost good.

Price, paper covors, with portrait,
50 conts net.

Mailed frce on receipt of price.

Order at on e tfore our sapply is exhausted,

JUST PUBLISHED.
A Guide To Yoang Christians,

With Rales of tho Society attached.
By D. ROGERS,

Of tho Guelph Conference.

Price 5c. each, or 60¢. per dog, net.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 80 Kmte 8r. Raar, Toroxvo,

0. W, QOATES, Mooireal. | 8. ¥. HURSTIS, Halltax, ¢




